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the " butchers of journalism." Hesketh Pearson records that Bernard Shaw resigned from the staff of one London paper because the proprietor's wife insisted upon interpolating sentences expressing her rapturous opinion of artists who had won her heart by their hospitality.
Reporters, searching for their cherished stories in the following morning's paper, are apt to receive severe shocks. I believe that the proper philosophical attitude is to remember that the sub-editor values news with a dispassioziate and objective eye, as a diamond buyer values diamonds. " What's it worth?" is on his lips and in his mind—meaning, what length and position. The absurd idea exists that all news is coloured and distorted to suit the political opinions of the particular newspaper. This is contradicted every morning of the week by the unanimity with which newspapers of many shades of opinion select the same items for front-page news. The notable exceptions of newspapers with extreme politics tend to prove the rule.
Anyway, as a specialist on The Daily Telegraph, I was highly privileged and my copy was practically Holy Writ. The subs, to me were, except for rare lapses, not butchers but surgeons who cut like Savile Row tailors. As befitted the youngest member of the editorial staff, I made the startling suggestion that the office should buy me a portable typewriter. This, much to the astonishment of the veteran reporters, was produced with great promptitude and the legibility of my copy proceeded to win all hearts in the subs.' and composing rooms. The office also bought me a "Solo-dyne" radio receiver, which embodied the new marvel of single-knob tuning and was the last word in simplicity of operation and long range. I toured Europe from an armchair, night after night, happy as a child with a new electric railway, driving the family frantic with a confusion of French, German, Dutch, Spanish and frying noises.
It was a regular demonstration that although all the countries of Europe could talk to each other with unprecedented ease, they had nothing worth saying and no common language in which to say it. "Nation shall speak peace unto nation" was the idealistic motto of the B.B.C. Yes, but in what language? If we started to talk their